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GUT-SHOCKING 
TERROR WITH 


IS YOUR HAIR 


Stand in front of a mirror. Take a long 
hard look at the top of your head. Do 
you have as much hair as one year ago? 
Do you see any new hair growth? 


If your answer is no, it is important 
that you take steps today to save the 
hair you now have. If you act now, 
you may be able to reverse the trend 
on your head. You may be able to 
grow new hair faster than it is fall- 
ing out. Doesn't that make sense 
to you? Wouldn't you like to look 
in the mirror a year from now and 
see more hair on your head than you 
see now? Why lose your hair if you 
don't have to? 


CAN YOU SAVE YOUR HAIR? 


Every year thousands of men and women 
go bald — needlessly — because of a scalp 
infection. This scalp infection is called sebor- 
thea. Doctors say that three germ organisms 
cause seborrhea: staphyloccocus albus, pityro- 
sporum ovale, and microbacillus. These germs at- 
tack the sebacious glands and the hair follicles them- 
selves. If not checked, permament damage is done. 
The hair follicles atrophy, lose their ability to produce 
new hairs. The result: premature baldness. 


You can easily tell if you are a victim of seborrhea. If 
you have itchy scalp, dandruff, hair loss, very dry or oily 
scalp, the chances are that you have seborrhea. Neglect 
these symptoms and you invite baldness. 


Treat your scalp to Ward's Formula. This amazing scalp 
medicine quickly controls seborrhea and stops the hair 
loss it causes. 


Here’s the Proof! 


I must admit I didn’t have much 


Atte using Ward's tot 
faith in ‘a 


my hair hes stopped 


12 days 


it was helping me. T could fe. \my 
air getting (icker. A 
EK. Cleveland, Cio 


Out of all the Hair Experts I » pnt 
to, I've gotten # 


La M., Philadelphia 2a MK. Columbus. Ohio 


Male pattern baldness is the cause of the 
great majority of cases of baldness and exces- 
sive hair loss, “Si which neither the Ward 
treatment nor any ather treatment is effective. 


DOUBLE MONEY 
BACK GUARANTEE 


In seconds, Ward’s Formula 
kills the three parasitic germ or- 
ganisms retarding normal hair 
growth. This swift germicidal ac- 

tion has been proven in scientific 
tests by a world-famous testing lab- 
oratory (copy of laboratory report 
sent on request). Ward’s removes in- 
fectious dandruff, stops scalp itch, 
brings hair-nourishing blood to the 
scalp, tends to normalize very dry or oily 
scalp. In brief Ward’s Formula corrects 
the ugly symptoms of seborrhea, stops the 
hair loss it causes. Ward’s Formula has been 
tried by more than 550,000 men and women 
on our famous Double-Your-Money-Back Guar- 
antee. Only 1.9% of these men and women 
were not helped by Ward's and asked for their 
double refund. This is truly an amazing performance. 
Why not join the men and women who have successfully 
ended their troubles? Treat your scalp with Ward’s Formula. 
Try if ot our risk. In only 10 days you must see and feel the 
marked improvement in your scalp and hair. Your dandruff 
must be gone. Your scalp itch must stop. Your hair must look 
thicker, more attractive, and alive. Your excessive hair loss 
must stop. You must be completely satisfied —in only 10 days 
—with the improved condition of your scalp and hair, or 
simply return the unused portion for Double Your Money Back. 
So why delay? Delay may cost your hair. 
HLH. Ward & Co, Inc 


ay 


19 West 44 Street, N.Y. 38,.N. ¥. © 1963 


Doctors and hospitals can obtain professional 
samples of Ward’s Formula on written request. 


H.H. Ward &Co.,Inc. Dept. 14731 
19 West 44 Street, New York, N. ¥. 10036 

Rush Ward's Formula to me at once. | must be completely solistied 
in only 10 days or you GUARANTEE refund of DOUBLE MY 
MONEY BACK upon return of bottle and unused portion. 


Nome 

Address 

City State Zip a 

1 Enclosed find $2, send postpaid (check, cash, money order) 

CO Send C.0.0. | will pay postman $2 plus 76 cents in postal 
chorges (sove the 76 cents by enclosing $2) 

Send triple size for $5. You save $1. 


Canadian, fo add 50 cents 
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A magician uses his powers to conjure hordes of weird creatures 
from world’s unknown and then faces death! 


THE CAT IS EVIL ............ agtapriveevces saveeseceioe 


A gruesome flesh-ripoff of the incredible “were-tigers” of Bengal 
that will crack your skin. 


THE VAMPIRES ........:.sccsscssessessseesseoees: 


A blood-oozing narrative of three thirsty vampires and the one 
victim they all craved. 


WALK THE EDGE OF DARKNESS fasnsvavesod 


The mind is a delicate control mechanism and when forced off 
center it creates a world of terror beyond imagination. 


BLOOD-SUCKERS ..........sccecseesenes oy 


From the mists came the fanged ones moaning and screaming for 
blood—anybody’s blood! 


GREEN HORROR sevitrapeseens 


Was it a dream or was it real? The thing with a million sabre-sharp 
needles reached out and opened new worlds of fantastic horror. 


DEADMAN'S GHOST ...............00008 sdafeesivusssoeteeaoress tea’ 


Supernatural terror is locked in a strange drama of life and death 
when beasts seek revenge. 
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mM. Wehae Te THE GREA OWS HOW To PULL A RABBIT OUT OF A SILK HAT... HE KNOWS 
OARS 1G EEE TALE WITHOUT KILLING HER... AND HE KNOWS HOW TO MaKe Welk 

CaeATUReS f BaNoe ON THE SMELLY SMOG HE SUMMONS FROM THE DEPTHS OF THE BART! 

BUT MARVELLO HAS YET TO LEARN THAT DEATH /S THE GALATEST MAGICIAN OF ALL! 


HE CORPSE _ 


ARISE, DEMONS CE oii ne 
OF THE DEEP/ ka m 
SR MARVELL THE r 


oO OUT INTO The weiro CORTESE OBEYS MARVELLO'S COMMAND 
HE AUDIENCE... ANO FLOATS OUT OVER THE THEATER AUDIENCE 
Ree vouR LIKE A HORRENDOUS THUNDERCLOUD OF DOOM 


AW, YOUR PHONY SPOOKS ,OR BLOW... LIKE THIS 
pone: SCARE US, MARVELLO! er » (“PHONY SPO0K OF YOURS! 
WE KNOW THEY'RE NOTHIN’ 

BUT RUBBER BALLOONS / 


YOU STUPID PIGS...my 
MAGIC |S THE BEST’ 
.T'M THE GREATEST 
"MAGICIAN IN THE 
WORLD, SO... OW WS 


THE SWINE! 
THEY CAN'T 
po Tus TO 


You DESERVE IT! 
YOUR AcT |S 

LOUSY! GET A 

NEW ROUTINE 

OR YOU'RE THRU! 
y FIREDS 


HERE'S A NEW TRICK FOR YoU, MARVELLO RUNS OUT OF THE THEATER... ANO 
THE FIST IS QUICKER THAN IN THE ALLEY ME gee TO HIMSELF, 


THE BYE! AND L QUIT’ 
OF COURSE THEY'RE 
¢ RIGHT! MY TRICKS ARE OLD/ 
I'VE GOT TOGET WEW 
ONES... MAGIC THAT 
‘ EXISTS ONLY IN ‘THE 
B—gy LAND OF MAGIC... 


The Next pay, | IN THE LAND OF MAGIC, HE SEARCHES! / )y,wy )/ YOU DIRTY KILLER...YOU 
MARVELLO ; 


THE BAZAARS FOR THE FAKIRS MURDERED HIM! BUT 
HOCKS EVERY- WHO POSSESS THE WORLD'S o\ YOU WoN’T GET AWAY! 
Eas 0g one GREATEST FEATS OF MAGIC... 


FOR INDIA... 


——_ - & 


WAIT! YOU YOU OF COURSE! THAT 
ARE SURE KNIFE YOU STUCK IN To 
THAT HE HIM_ WOULD KILL AN 

|S DEAO? ELEPHANT! 


Au 


THEN OBSERVE, 
HIB. AND T 
HALL MAKE THE 
MAN LIVE AGAIN! 


—] TWoe oRoPs oF THE 
Ds FAKIR Removes |\Auwn FROM ASsmaALL | BLOOD-RED LIQUID 
THe Nike ERan THe | BAG HANGING Adam ARE DROPPED IN 
DEAD MAN'S BODY... 4 HIG NECK,,, HE TAKES| THE DEAD MAN'S 

OUT ATINY VIAL.,,| BYES... 


HOW'D YOU Do W THE SECRET |S IN 
(T? T'LL BUY ) THIS VIAL, SAHIB... 
THE SECRET 

FROM You! 


YOU WOULON'T 
TAKE MONBY 
YOUR 


DAE FOLLOWING DAY, MARVELLO AND THE MAgIC WORDS 
WITNESSES ANOTHER GREAT ZAKA ROM MAKE 
IT OF MAGIC... HIM VANISH! 
ROPE To 
THE TOP! 


HADOA KATA! 1 
Sees TO Mare THE 
OPE ALIVE AND RISE 
LIKE A SNAKE 
TOWARD THE 
SKY! 


Y SMOKE! it-IT f 
THAT MAGIC CARPET! \ SHAM Hoek OFF LIKE SETI tT VE gor 
TO REMEM 


I MUST HAVE IT FOR, BUTOK! 

MY ACT, WORDS SHAM SLITOK,..BECAUSE 
TONIGHT THAT CARPET WILL 
BE MINES 


ANNO THAT NIGHT, MARVELLO Tite 9 7 THIS MAKES MY COLLECTION OF 
STEALS THE MAGIC CARPET! \ it DP ates geet yp ay Al NEN I 
UBLIC 
EFT een tins eigriee 
CARPET... To ¥ MAGICIAN TaN 
ARVELLO THE 

GREAT! 


SUE NEXT OAY Gud WHEN HE GETS BACK, HE He THEATER |S JAMMED ON OPENING 
MARVELLO (5 ON LOSES NO TIME IN BALLYHOUING NIGHT / 


HIG WAY HOME... | HIS NEW ACT... 

1 ANO FOR MY FIRST BIT OF MAGIC,I'LL 
Those Postews all saver NGEROM THE AUDIENCE? HOW ABOUT 
TOWN ! I WANT THE SHOW = Yau see 
To BE PACKED ON OPENING 


WICKER THAN THE EYE CAN 
jEE,..T PLUNGE THE KNIFE 
INTO THE GIRL'S HEART,’ 


WAIT! HOLD YouR SEATS/ ALL T HAVE TO 00 |S PLACE THEY WAIT FORTHE MAGIC TO 

YES, I KILLED THE YOUNG TWO CROPS OF THIS MAGIC WORK,., MINUTES GO BY, 

LIQUID ON HER EYES... AND 

SHE WILL LIVE AGAIN! SOMETHG MUST BE WRONG... 
PERHAPS. DION'T PUT 
ENOUGH OF THE LiQUuiO 
INTO HER EYES! 


RIGHT BEFORE 
YOUR EYES / 


[IN DESPERATION MARVELLO EMPTIES THE V/AL OF \| YOULL WEVER GET ME... NOT 
RED LIQUID_ON THE GIRL'S FACE.,.BUT SHE OOESN'T WHILE I'VE GOT MY MAGIC ROPE 
MOVE.., AND THE CROWD GOES WILD... AND FLYING CARPET! 

HADOA KATA! 

RISE , ROPE! 


HEY, LOOK! THAT'S WHAT YOU THINK, HOLY SMOKE! Look! 
HE'S CLIMBING F FOOLS! KEEP YOUR MARVELLO HAS 
! EYES ON ME... IF YOU VANISHED. 
CAN: ZAPA BOM! 
YEAH, BUT HE 
WON'T Gi 


eT 
ANYWHERE! 
WE'VE Gor 


HIM. 
TRAPPED ! 


T ROPE TRICK 
E IN HANDY / 
WAY FROM 


FAKI 


SUDDENLY... 


HOLY SMOKE! you- 
YOu ARE 


cuba YES, SAWIS MARVELLO..THE 
L266 OF OU SECRETS 


THE 


Stoere OF THE 


e. jel 


Lyell IN INDIAY 


YOU FAILED TO BRING LIFE TO YOUNG (“ano No 


LADY YOU KILLED BECAUSE THE 
MAGIC FLUID |S FOR MEN ONLY/ 
a fictieeroae He 
fd 
YOU DID. kB, SPEAK THE MAGIC 
WoRDS Hnipliasal! 


nN 
ALL I HAVE ToDo Is MARVELLO LAUGHS AS 
SAY SHAM. BUTOK... ESA SOARS THRU T! 

ANO I'M OFF / 


NOW ALL I'VE GOT To 
our, emake Cont 
OLY SM or |" 
jenow HOW! L NEVER 
HEARD THE WORDS / 


WYO MARVELLO CAN Qh ERcAPE 


Nee aN Ace UP. 
IN THIS. 
MAGIC CARPET! 


MARVELLO FLiEs 
HOURS ae MARVELS 1g S7iLL 

OR BUT He 

Coesiir CoeLaw 


OCOWNS ig 
eu) HUNG ROW: 
“THIRSTY... 


His FEARFUL ADVENTURE BEGAN ON THE DAY 
KEN JORGENS ENTERED A JUNGLE 


THE NATIVES WERE raed ¢ AFRAIO 
TO HUNT IN THIS REG! 
THERE'S A TIGER Ci ia? 


LIVE TIGER CUBS BRING A HIGH PRICE, 
BUT I'D BETTER Sa ¥ AN EYE OUT FOR 

E'S MOTHER / SHE' 'S SURE 
TO BE NEARBY! 


In  aagely Vivakave THE BENGAL FA ee HAD 
af 


WARNE IN JORGENS AWAY FROM SECTION 

THE VINGLES WHERE THE WERE- TIGERS: ee ead 

LNHOLY estas we a JORGENS ONLY LAUGHED 

SUCH NONS:! UNTIL THE LAUGH TURNED YO 

A SCREAM ae Se FIRST BLOOPCURDLING SIGHT 
OF THE WERE-TIGRESS OF BENGAL 


IDOENLY, OUT OF THE BUT THE VISION DOESN'T ANSWER, | Bur surpenty, "BEFORE 
DARKNESS OF THE CAVE, COMES MERELY COMES CLOSER W/TH AN \ JORGENS’ HORRIFIED. EYES. 
A VISION OF L/TTLE, TAWNY AMMAL-LIKE GRACE! 

LOVELINESS... 


CS Ge we ots 
WAN’ 
s INTO MY ARMS/ YUE 


THEN THE TRANSFORMATION ) 
BECAME COMPLETE, ANDon 


ND IF THIS CUBS MOTHER 


| Bur ON THE VOYAGE BACK TO THE 
WAS A WERE-TIGRESS, THEN J) | S7ATES... 


"BUT HOW CAN I 


\ THE BULLET FORTUNATELY HIT | (4 


AVITAL ORGAN... 
——— iE CUB MUST BE A WERE- 
WHEW! THAT LUCKY SHOT TIGER TOO! T'LL MAKE A 
SUST SAVED ME FROM BEING 


PROVE TO ANYONE THAT THE CUB 
FORTUNE BY PUTTING IT \S A WERE-TIGER, WHEN IT JUST 
TORN TO PIECES BY THAT-- ON EXHIBITION BACK STAYS A Cus ? MAYBE IT WAS 
THAT WERE- TIGRESS/ IN THE STATES! j x BORN WITH AN INSTINCT NOT 
WERE- TIGERS DO EX!S TO _CHANGE INTO HUMAN 
FORM EXCEPT FOR eens 
PRESERVATION 


WEEKS LATER, IN JORGENS' 
SUBURBAN HOME... 


THEN, WHEN THE CUB HAS BECOME A YEAR OLD... ¥ 


IT'S ABOUT THE EQUIVALENT OF A FIVE-YEAR OLD 
} CHILO NOW... OLD ENOUGH TO LINDERSTAND WHAT 
Cane! NOW'S THE TIME TO PULL A TRICK... P 
TILL WIND UP _THIS ttt 
TOY FOR YOU SO 
YOu'LL HAVE 
SOMETHING TO 
PLAY WITH! 


I WAS RIGHT... THE CHANGE 
IS TAKING PLACE ! 


IO THEN JORGENS DASHES BACK INTO THE 


OKAY, YOU 

LITTLE WERE-TIGRESS, 

YOU'VE GIVEN YOURSELF 

AWAY! I KNOW WHAT 
You ARE! 


WELL, THEY GAVE ME A PERMIT TO 
KEEP You AS A PET... AND NOW I'M 
GOING TO START CIVILIZING YOu! 
T'M GOING TO TALK TO You AS 
IF YOU'RE A HUMAN CHILD 
WHO CAN LEARN A 
HUMAN LANGUAGE... 


AS SOON AS JORGENS LEAVE THE 
ROOM AND CLOGES THE DOOR... 


AH, THE ToY'S STOPPED \y 
RUNNING/ THERE'S ONLY 
ONE WAY TO WIND IT 

UP AGAIN! THERE'LL 

HAVE To BE A 


Bur WW SELF-DEFENSE, THERE'S AN IMMEDIATE 
REVERSION To THE NON-HUMAN FORM. 
Ww 


SO YOU'RE ANGRY BECAUSE 
I DISCOVERED YOUR SECRET, 
EH? L GUESS YOU WERE- 
BEAST ARE BORN WITH AN 

INSTINCT TO CONCEAL 

YOUR WERE -NATURE / 4 


[ As: THE MONTHS FLY SWFTL Y BY... Bi Bircnd air 


STOP THAT SNARLING, TIGRA.. WHEN THE 

UNLESS YOU WANT 19, END uP ) TIGRESS /S 
IN‘A ZOO CAGI 

¥ Rie ES IBLE 


ae a, | 
WitH BARED 
FANGS, THE ! 
TIGRESS PROWLS 
THE STREETS, 


YOU'LL LIKE BEING A HUMAN.. 1) 


( 


WHY DON'T YOU TRY IT 7 SEARCHING 
F FOR PREY... 
ANO THEN IN A 
SE RSHING 


THAT WON'T STOP US: 
[per WAS SEEN KILLING THE FROM SHOOTING YOUR 
\ COLLIE, OFFICER! BUT T'VE PET AS A PUBLIC 
PAID THE OWNER / MENACE IF ANYTHING 
LIKE THIS HAPPENS 
AGAIN! 


/{ SOME lacus on YOU'LL 
REALIZE THE 
ADVANTAGES OF 
BEING A ROMAN 


TIGRA / 


\Then, WITH THE MOONLIGHT 
| GLINTING OFF RAZOR- SHARP 
CLAWS AND MURDEROUS 
CLAWS... 


feeras cop) I KNOW | Bur JORGENS’ ARGUMENTS 
YOu HAVE KILLER INSTINCTS | ARE OF NO AVAIL / FOR A FEW. 
{ THAT ARE HARD TO CONTROL, NIGHTS LATER, INA HURTLING 
BUT YOU'LL HAVE TO CONTROL LEAP OF FELINE FURY... 
THEM IF YOU WANT TO 
STAY ALIVE ! 


~ Soon AFTERWARDS... (oes I'D BETTER 


CHECK To SEE IF 

WE INTERUPT THIS TIGRA IS STILL 
PROGRAM FOR A SPECIAL TIED UP! 
NEWS FLASH ! A VICIOUS 
TIGER IS ON THE LOOSE 
IN THE CITY, ANO IT IS 
KNOWN TO HAVE SLAIN 
TWO PEOPLE IN THE 
LAST HALF HOUR... / 


NWS, 
SS 


IT WENT INTO JORGENS' JOU FOOL! THE POLICE FOLLOWED You 
HOUSE! IT MUST BE HIS HERE! NOW YOU'VE GOT TO CHANGE 
TIGER! LET'S GET INTO YOUR HUMAN FORM THAT'S 
INSIDE AND KILL IT! ’ Pere. THE ONLY WAY YOU CAN ° 
ESCAPE DEATH / 


= = 

BUT THERE MUST | | WHEN THE POLICE 
BE SOME MISTAKE ! RCM. l LEAVE... 

/ PERHAPS \ YOU'RE | I SOLD MY TIGER TO 7 

YOU'RE { SHOWING / A TRAVELING CIRCUS THAT DOES IT, TIGRA! 


/ tut DOES 1, TIGRA! \ 
\ 


RIGHT! A SENSE ! A FEW DAYS AGO! YOU # [ YOULL HAVE To STAY 
LUCKY T HAD IN YOUR HUMAN FORM | 
THIS DRESS FROM NOWON..OR) _/ 

HERE FOR AN BE SHOT ON SIGHT! _/ 


EMERGENCY 
LIKE THIS! 


/ II DIDN'T WANT 

TO KibL.(SOB/) 
BUT I COULDN'T 
HELP MYSELF! 


L STILL DON'T 
BELIEVE YOU, JORGENS! 
WE SAW THAT TIGER 
COME IN_HERE, 
AND WE'RE GONNA, 
ier A CONSTANT 


WATCH ON THIS 
HOUSE / 


| Bur JUST BEFORE THE WEDDING. di | Burn THE OARK HOURS... 
KEN, MAYBE WE SHOULON'T GO L-I HAD TO GET AWAY. 

THROUGH WI i FROM KEN! I LOVE HIM TO 
THIS T-L FEEL MUCH TO MAKE HIM MY 


NONESENSE, 
DARLING! UM 
SURE OUR 


= 
IN THE MORNING, WHEN KEN JORGENS 
READS THE SCREAMING HEADLINES. 

YES, KEN... L WAS I-I OUGHT To 

THE MYSTERY TIGER TURN HER IN 

f LAST NIGHT! T 

TRIED TO CONTROL 
MY IMPULSES-- BUT 


THEY WERE TO 
STRONG FOR ME! 


h Bur WITHIN THE NEXT FEW WEEKS, MORE VICTIMS 
FALL BENEATH THE DEAOLY CLAWS OF THE 
YUNGLE MURDERESS/ 


Z 


TUALLY, 
INLY | JUNGLE, I CAN ALWAYS 
Is TO COME BACK To YOu 
IN HUMAN FORM / 


NEXT DAY, ON THE FLIGHT TO 


| FINALLY, ON THE JUNGLE ROAD, (Arter A FRANTIC SEARCH. 


CALCUTTA... 


KEN, T FEEL THE URGE 
COMING OVER ME / 


( 


RESTRAIN YOURSELF! 
AS SOON AS WE LAND, 
I'LL RENT A CAR AND 
DRIVE STRAIGHT TO THE 
JUNGLE... AND YOU'LL 

HAVE ALL THE PREY 
YOU WANT 


COME ON, TIGRA! STOP TEASING 
ME! CHANGE INTO YOUR HUMAN 
FORM AND LET'S GET OUT 
OF HERE ! 


| Bur 4 SARDONE 


FATE HAS A | DARLING! 4 


FINAL BIT OF 
KEN 


/ WAIT; TIGRA.. WE DIDN'T 


AH, SO THERE You ARE, \) 
TIGRA! You Look AS IF} 
\ YOU'VE HAD YOUR FILLL y= 


= 7 


ARRANGE WHERE TO MEET 

AFTERWARDS/ GREAT. SCOTT, 
I'D BETTER FOLLOW HER TO J 
MAKE SURE WE DON'T LOSE 
EACH OTHER! 


TERRIBLY MAULED, THE DYING 
JORGENS SEES A’SECOND TIGER 
BOUND INT VIEW AND FRIGHTEN 

THE FIRST KILLER AWAY... 


FUNNY... THAT I SHOULD Die. 

BENEATH TIGER CLAWS--AND © 

HERE COMES ANOTHER ONE... 
TO FINIGH ME OFF... 


a7 
a KEN! OH, MY i TIGRA! GUESS T FORGOT... 
f THERE COULD BE OTHER 
TIGERS IN THE é 


THE GREAT ROOMS OF ‘THE GILLETT MANSION on 
Fifth Avenue were crowded with wedding guests. Flowers banked the 
walls, overflowing into the hall and pouring in a fragrant cascade down 
the stairs. From the concealed organ drifted the first rumbling strains 
of the wedding march into the night outside, 

1 moved une: ; a strange sensation of impending evil swept over 
me. | felt that ey ere upon me— intense eyes in which dwelt a grow- 
ing suspicion. A tiny. ice-cold shudder touched my spine: And yet what 
was there about me that anyone could suspect ? My gown was perfection; 
my hair was arranged as only the deft tingers of Marie could arrange 
it, and singe | had entered the room a hundred eyes had paid tribute 
to my beauty. Yet the feeling of danger, vague as a smoke-wreath, per- 
sisted. I could stand it no longer. I turned. Jaffee, the old Gillett butler, 
was standing in the doorway, his eyes fastened upon my face as if he 
could bore through it and read my very soul. 

I almost laughed in my relief. Old Jaffee, courteous, deferential, a per- 
fect servant— what harm could old Jaffee do to me? And yet the clinging 


sensation of danger persisted even after Jaffee had lowered his strangely 
intent eyes and turned away. 


"My dear," said an old lady, one of the wedding guests, laying a 
thin, heavily jeweled hand on my arm, "did you ever see a handsomer 
man?" 

My eyes swerved to the bower of bridal roses and lilies where stood 
the waiting groom. My breath caught in my throat. Who was this man | 
standing there, so tall, so handsome, so commanding, waiting for little 
Anita Gillett to come in her bridal veil and marry him? I had never 
seen him before, yet I felt I had known him for all eternity. What was 
there about him that called to me, compelled me? 

It had been four hundred years since anyone had called to me as 
this strange man was calling—four hundred years since I had lain, 
throbbing with warm human life, in the arms of Prince Feodore Stalitz. 
But Prince Feodore was dead, though not dead as I was dead—I who 
roved the world from sunset to sunrise, leaving in my wake a trail of 
blood and horror. 

The wedding march rose and swelled. Down the stairs, through the 
waiting hush, came Anita Gillett, lovely and sweet and smiling. But I © 
didn't even turn to glance at her; my eyes, my heart, every atom of my 
being were absorbed in the man waiting underneath the roses. And sud- 
denly he smiled— smiled at his oncoming bride. A shiver went through 
me, a hot thrill of jealousy! Suddenly I hated Anita for arousing that 
smile. 

The marriage ceremony was one of these modern, almost completely 
secular ones; that was why I could be here. At last it was ended. Smiling 
and happy the little bride came tripping down the long room on the arm , 
of her tall and brilliantly handsome new husband. Nearer he was coming, 9 
and nearer. My blood pounded in my temples. My throat grew hot. 
That man belonged to me; strangers though we were, there was a bond 
between us. I could feel it like a flow of electric current. He must not be- 
long to Anita. 

Suddenly he raised his eyes straight to mine. For a long moment 
our gaze met and clung. Over me swept the sure sense of my power: I 
would hypnotize him—bind him with my spell. It seemed an eternity 
that I gazed at him, compelling his mind to my will. 

The couple passed me, and I saw Anita's profile as she smiled ador- 
ingly up into Merle Crossley's face. I set my teeth against the swift 
surge of jealousy that shook me. Slowly, carefully, I began laying my 
plans..." 


The wedding reception dragged to a cose. I could hardly wait for the 
moment when litte Anita Gillett would excuse herself and run upstairs 
to exchange her bridal gown for her traveling frock. It seemed to me 
hours that she stood there, rosy and sweet and smiling, receiving the con- 
gratulations of her guests. But at last it was over. At last she turned to 
her new husband with that same smile, so filled with love. I watched the 
little scene= but this time without jealousy. 

Trembling with eagerness 1 followed the young bride up the stairs 
and along the broad hallway to her room. And no one spoke to me, 
no one stopped the, for no one could see me. | had become a gray and 
almost invisible shadow ! 

Anita entered her room, and dose at her heels | followed. She sat 
down at her dressing table, smiling at her reflection as she removed 
the orange blossoms and lace of her bridal veil, 1 shuddered; how | 
loathed and detested the sight of a mirror! I tore my eyes from the 
revolting sight and gazed at little Anita herself, her hair ruffled around 
her happily flushed face, her cheeks scarlet with excitement, her lips 

red with good young blood. 

From the misty figure that was I, I materialized my two eyes, hungry, 
gleaming, and threw my power toward the slim and lovely figure of the 
little bride. She felt my power and turned. Her eyes grew wide with || 
terror; her throat contracted in a scream: but no scream came. My 
eye went through her like a freezing flame. She grew livid; her eyes, 7 
glazed with the deep unconsciousness of hypnotisin. - 

In a flash I became myself, beautiful, alluring, seductive, only my 
devouring eyes and my mouth betraying me. But what difference did 
that make ? There was now no one there to see. 


The moment had come for which I existed—that moment which was 
the dimax of all my efforts, all my schemings. I swooped down on the 
limp form of the unconscious girl. My sharp teeth pierced the tender 
flesh of her throat, 

I was rejuvenated. My beauty was made warmer, more glowing, 
by my feast, Without a glance at my victim | turned and left the room 
There was now but one thought in my mind Merle Crossley. Would 
the brief spell I had cast on him be sutlicient? Had, he, even now, for 
gotten hts bride? Was mine the only face in his mind? As I went down- 
stairs a chuckle of triumph rose to my smiling lips. 

Dancing was going on. Across the heads of the dancers I could see 
his splendidly handsome face, his fine broad shoulders. My eyes rested 
on him. He turned, and my eyes grew intent, magnetic: whatever his will 
they would draw him to me: I stood still and waited while he threaded 
his way through the crowd and came to me. Without a word I gave 
myself into his arms and we danced. Athis touch I felt again that strange 
compelling power that made me want to throw myself at his feet. 

I was still dancing with Merle when the servants began circulating 
quietly among the guests. I watched them with a little half smile behind 
my eyes. Long before their words reached my ears I knew what message 
they brought. Anita had been found. Some mysterious malady had 
stricken her. How I chuckled, deep in my soul. 

But suddenly my chuckle died. I shivered with that premonition of 
danger I had felt once before that evening. Swiftly I raised my eyes. 
From his post near the doorway Jaffee was staring at me, and in his 
gaze I read suspicion and a dreadful fear 

But instantly I had forgotten Jaffee, forgotten my foreboding of danger, 
forgotten everything in the swift, warm glory of Merle's smile. Ah!— my 
triumph was complete; my spell had conquered utterly! This handsome 
man at my side listened to the news of his bride—and smiled at me! 

He leaned toward me. "Possibly," he whispered, “it is my duty to 
stay here— but all my soul belongs to you." 

“We will go somewhere and dance,’ I said, raising my eyes to his, 
and my heart leaped with triumph at the light of love I saw there. 

So, without another word, we turned and left that house. 

It was five o'dock in the morning before he left me in the foyer of 
the hotel where I had my suite. For five hours I had swayed to lilting 
music in his arms. I had thrilled to his whispered words of adoration, 
I had watched the light of love deepening in his eyes. 

But I could not linger. Already the first chill of approaching dawn 
was in the air. I must hurry, hurry; the age-old instinct of my kind 
urged me to speed. Suppose | delayed too long; suppose the first rays 
of the rising sun found me walking the earth! A shudder of terror swept 
over me. My fear ‘of death when I was a human being was as nothing 
compared to my frozen horror now. | must hurry, hurry. Not even 
for the delight of Merle Crossley's love would I delay an instant! 

“When may I see you again ?"' he implored. "I must leave you now, 
but when next may I see you?" 

“I don't know," I muttered. "Please don't delay me—"’ My mind was 
becoming confused, blurred. I couldn't think. All I knew was that I 
must get to my room: I damped my teeth shut to keep them from chat 
tering with fear 

“T will phone you," he said quickly: “and perhaps we will have 
another evening of dancing — ?'' 

1 nodded hastily, hardly aware of what he was saying. Dimly I 
was glad that he had mentioned the evening. 

"Good night!"' I gasped the words breathlessly, and turned and 
ran 

Never did an elevator rise so slowly. Oh, why had I been such a 
fool as to take a suite on the twentieth floor? Why hadn't I foreseen 
that dawn might catch me in the elevator? One finger of the sun's rays 
touching the horizon, one gleam of true daylight and I would be no 
more! Vera Gregosk—the beautiful Vera Gregosk— would be a heap 
of mouldy bones and rotting flesh ! 

The elevator door danged open. | ran down the corridor and burst 


into my rooms. Ah—safe at last! Marie, my faithful Marie, had pre- 
pared everything for me. Marie, too, was a creature of the night. There 
were the boxes of earth, prepared and waiting. 

In my eagerness and rising terror I ripped the clothes from my body. 
Every instant was precious. Even now, even as dose to security as I 
was, I might be a second too late. My clothes lay in torn heaps on the 
floor. Frantically I wrapped a winding-sheet around my body. I leaped 
into. my coffin; the heavy, musty odor of earth rose to my quivering 
nostrils, and with a gasp of relief I pulled the coffin lid over me. My 
heavy eyelids dropped halfway over my eyes, my supple limbs were 
warm with Anita's blood, The chill of dawn could never harm me now. 

A slow languor crept over me—Death. But not for long! Half un- 
conscious as I was,'a gurgle of laughter rose to my lips. For a few 
hours Death might hold me in his cold arms—and then I would rise 
stronger than before!. . . 


When I came to it was dusk, the safe dusk that meant the sun had 
gone down. Marie was already up and about. 

"Anita Gillett is dead," said Marie, and I could see her eyes gleam- 
ing red in the shadowy room. 

1 smiled and stretched. I had known she would die, but it was good 
to hear it. 

"The funeral {s this evening,” went on Marie, "They believe there 
is something strange about the death andthev are not waiting the custom- 
ary three days." 

I joined her in her ghoulish laughter. Our shadow and dusk-filled 
toom rang with our merriment. Then, suddenly, a thought struck me. 
Was there danger to me in the fact that they considered Anita's a strange 
death ? What made them think it was strange? Were there people here 
in New York wise enough to deal with such as I? The thought sent a 
chill through me. Was it actually possible that danger to me lurked in 
the big Gillett mansion ? I remembered my foreboding of the evening 
before. 

I bathed and dressed slowly. If there were danger I must know it. 
One of my most compelling instincts was a burning curiosity. More than 
once it had almost been the means of trapping me, and now it drew me 
to Anita Gjlett's funeral as a magnet would draw a steel shaving. I must 
know why they would not wait the customary time for the funeral. I 
must know why they thought the death "'strange.'' Even though I shook 
with fear, eventhough my instinct told me that with every step I was go- 
ing into danger, my unquenchable curiosity spurred me on. 


The cars were parked for two blocks on either side of the big Gillett 
house on Fifth Avenue. The same brilliant gathering that had assembled 
the night before for the Gillett-Crossley wedding had returned the day 
following for little Anita's funeral. Slowly | walked up the wide stone 
steps and through the heavy door. Small knots of people were talking 
in the hallway. The funeral had not begun. Was it my scent of danger, 
or did they actually stop talking and turn to stare at me as I entered? 
I trembled with terror. But there was no turning back now. If I left 
the house my departure would be noted. If I disguised myself in any 
of the hundred shapes within my power they would know instantly that 
I was not human. And possibly I was wrong; possibly there were other 
teasons for having the funeral at once: I tried to cheer myself with all 
the arguments I could think of as I walked slowly down the hall and 
into the long room where the services were to be held. It was the same 
room where, just twenty-four hours before, Anita and Merle had been 
married. | suppressed a chuckle. Even my rising terror could not take 
away from me my sense of triumph. Come what may, Anita was dead 
and Merle was mine! 

But throughout the brief funeral service, again without any religious 
trappings that would be dangerous to me, my instincts bristled just the 
same. Something was wrong. Some power was there before which my 
own power trembled. Even the sight of Merle could not quench my shiv- 
ers of fear. 


My one thought was to get away, but there was nothing | could do 
that would not draw further attention to myselfand throw me into greater 
danger, Even after the service was ended I was forced to stay, to mingle 
with the guests who were slowly filing past the coffin to look their last 
on what they-called ''the tragic young bride." 

Merle Crossley stood at my side as I looked in the coffin. 

"Take me to dance," I whispered. "I want gayety, music, and the 
love in your eyes!" 

Instantly he turned from the waxen face in the coffin; without a back- 
ward look we left the house. And not till the heavy door had dosed 
behind us, not till we were out in the thick, clinging shadows of the 
night, did I lose that terrible sense of impending danger. Someone in 
that house was a menace to me. Someone— but who ? 

But still my curiosity spurred me on. Anita was dead; Anita was 
buried; but I must yet be sure | had done my job well; that little Anita 
would never be able to rest in her grave. 

That was my one thought as opened my eyes the following evening 
just as the sun fell like a red ball below the horizon. I must rush to 
the cemetery and set my watch above the newly sodded grave of Anita 
Gillett. I was so eager, and my curiosity burned so high, and at first 
I was tempted to take the form of a night wind and blow myself directly 
to the grave. But then that same sense“ of impending danger swept over 
me. Suppose someone did suspect me ? Suppose I were watched ? Wouldn't 
it be safer, wiser, to ride to the cemetery as an earthbound human being 
would ride? So, holding my eagerness in leash, I dressed quietly in a 
dark suit and had a taxi called for me. 

But I dared not tell the man to drive to the cemetery. I gave him the 
address of an apartment house on the street that ran along one side of 
the graveyard. Then I settled myself for the long drive with a feeling 
of satisfaction. Surely I could tell this way if I were being followed, if 
1 were being watched. 

It was a long drive and, to me, who had the power of traveling like 
the wind, an intolerably slow one. But at last the tall, dim monuments 
came into view; the black shadows of the banked trees; the ghostly gleam- 
ing marble of the mausoleums. I paid the driver and watched him drive 
away. No one had followed me. I was alone. Almost running in my 
eagerness, | crossed the street and slipped between the great gates of the 
cemetery. 

Every vestige of afterglow had faded from the sky. It was pitch dark. 
A storm was ig and dark douds scudded before a cold wet wind. But 
I didn't feel the ld, and my eyes must have gleamed in the dark like 
a wild beast's. For a long moment I crouched in the ilack shadow of 
a duster of cedar trees. Was I safe? Was.I actually alone? Or was 
someone, some power, waiting to trap me? I could not rid myself of 
that horrible sensation of living, walking danger. 

But though I watched and waited there was no least sign of life. The 
ghostly monuments gleamed palely through the darkness; the trees whip- 
ped and tossed in the rising wind. I was alone in that City of the Dead. 
I was safe. Spreading my arms. | whispered the mystical incantations 
I knew so well. My body shrank and grew furry; my arms became 
wings, great webbed wings, black and menacing. Only my eyes remained 
the same— glittering in the dark, human and evil. With a prolonged 
bat-squeak of satisfaction I rose from the ground and flew across the 
cemetery, straight for the grave of Anita Gillett. 

And now that my safety was assured only one thought fretted my 
mind. Was I in time? 

I found the grave. The heavy odor of the fresh flowers, sickened 
me. 

I hung my bat-body on a branch of a tree over the head of the grave 
and waited. 

Suddenly my eye was caught by a dark shadow of movement. Who 
was there in the cemetery with me? My glowing eyes burned through 
the darkness—and stared into other glowing eyes! On a branch of 
a neighboring tree hung another bat! In the black shadow I could 
see the spread of its webbed wings, the furry shape of its mouselike 
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body. Who was it? Or was this creature just an ordinary bat? A tremor 
of fury swept over me. Anita was my victim! By what right did another 
come her to watch ? 

Then, swiftly, I forgot everything else but the grave below me. Anita 
was coming! My triumph was complete! 

Above the grave there was gathering a white mist, a dimly phosphores- 
cent glow that beat and pulsated with the promise of life. It rose and 
sank, and rose and sank again, as if loth to leave its earth-bound coffin. 
I knew that feeling. I knew well with what reluctance the virgin soul of 
Anita Gillett was giving itself over to the powers of that I called down 
upon it, But the powers of evil would win. I watched and laughed to 
think how futile were the efforts of that soul to escape. There was no 
escape! : 

Now the mist above the grave was gathering, was assuming shape, 
was becoming Anita—a pale, wan, delicate shadow of the girl herself. 
I chuckled. Did she know why she was pale and weak? Did her in- 
stinct tell her what she needed? Did she know for what she hungered ? 

She began drifting toward the gates of the cemetery. Half walking. 
half floating she went, and I dropped from the tree and flew slowly 
after her. But as I flew I was conscious that again I was not alone. 

At the stone gates of the cemetery she paused. I attached myself to 
the branch of a tree and watched. Up the opposite side of the street; 
half a block away, came a small boy whistling. It was late for small 
boys to be about, but that was Anita's good luck. 

That small boy was near now. What would Anita do? From the 
shelter of my tree I watched. She was staring at the boy. her eyes grow- 
ing strong and luminous in the darkness. She was moving toward him. 
Suddenly he saw her—saw her floating, phosphorescent toward him 
—saw her huge, blazing eyes, glittering with their evil, malignant power. 
He ried to scream. He tried to run Terror made his face livi in the 
darkness; his hair stood up like a sandy brush. She swooped toward 
him, her incandescent eyes robbing him of all power, all consciousiess. 
She raised his limp body in her arms, and bent her head to the tender 
flesh of his neck. 

Well I knew the hot thrill that was sweeping over her. Even after 
four hundred years I could taste, in memory, my first drink of human 
blood. I leaned from my branch, watching her hungrily. The sight was 
giving me an appetite. But that would have to wait I had promised 
Merle to be ready for him at ten and the hour was approaching. 

Anita tossed away the boy's limp body. I laughed to see the glorious 
change in her.“She was strong now, and walked the earth with firm 
tread and lithe, tree grace. My work was done. A gurgle of laughter 
rose to my tips but I choked it back. 

That other bat was watching me with gleaming eyes. 

Again a tremor of fury shook me. Whai right had another io come 
here and watch Anita ? Back into the black shadow of the tree I shrank 
I would become a wind! I would rise high and mingle with the night 
wind screeching among the treetops; 1 would blow myself back to my 
hotel. No one, not even a glowing-eyed bat, should follow me! 


Two hours later Merle, tall, handsome and distinguished, came io 
meet me at my hotel. Stronger than ever before I felt the urge of his 
personaly. What was his power ? What was there about him that com- 
pelled me, that fascinated me so? During the past four hundred years 
I had known thousands of men, but none had drawn me as Merle did. 
From Merle I wanted—what? I was capable of no warm human emo- 
tions such as love, passion. Then what could Merle mean to me? 

And yet the attraction was there. strong. undeniable. compelling. 
The sight of him brought to mind the thrill of forgotten things. the touch 
of his hand opened up closed doors of delight. 

It was nearly midnight when we left my hotel to seck a place to dance. 
Fifth Avenue was dark and deserted. but Broadway was at the height 
of its glory. Theater. crowds packed the street: shop windows blazed 
with light to catch the late shopper. warmed by good food and drink. 
who spends liberally. 
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The night dub Merle was taking me to was next door to a famous 
jewelry shop. As I stepped out of the taxi the glitering display of price- 
less jewels flashed into my eyes. How I loved them! I thrilled to their 
glitter, their color, their brilliant sparkle and life! No matter how many 
T might own—and I was always flashing with them—I could never 
esist the sight of more.-So. with a litle cry of delight. I ran across 
the sidewalk and feasted my: eves on the dazzling-display. 

“You will allow me to buy you je 2?" whispered Merle's voice 
in my ear. “Nothing would give me greatcr pleasure." 

T raised my eyes to answer. but the words died in my throat. I stared 
in horror. I was trapped! Before my eves was a mirror. hideous, evil: 
it seemed to my terrorized eyes that the smooth glass laughed at me. 
mocked me—me. a creature of the night. who cast no reflection! With 
a frightened gasp I sprang out of the angle of vision, But my eves. 
as if fascinated by the horror. remained ened on the glass. It was 
blank! Merle. unconscious of the mirra) standing directly in front 
of it—and all that was reflected were the people passing in the street | 


Light burst upon me. What a fool 1 had been not to guess! Merle 
was—even as I! Merle—Feodore! I ditshed forward. snatched his arm 
ana pointed at the mirror. His face grew livid. his eves distended with 
terror. he curled his fist as if he would smash the glass. Then he stared. 
and stared again. His eyes, in which light was slowly dawning, swerved 
from the blank mirror to me. standing there close beside him. 

"You!" he gasped. "My Vera!" 

“Yours, Feodore!"' I whispered. 

We turned from the mirror to enter the night dub. Betwen us there 
flowed a new understanding. a deeper sympathy. Incapable as I was of 
warm emotion I thrilled to the knowledge that Feodore was ag 
But suddenly I was struck by a thought. 

"Then you." I said coldly. “were the other bat at Anita's grave to- 
night?" 

He turned suddenly. scowling. “You >" he said. "Were vou there?" 

“Of course I was there. Anita was mine." 

“You are mistaken." His words were courteous but his voice shook 
with anger. "Anita was mine!" 

I shook my head. I wanted to laugh in my triumph. His? Why 
even at this moment it was her blood that coursed through my veins! 

“It ts you who are mistaken." I told him. "I was the one that killed 
her. It was I who sucked her life blood into my body." . 

Fora moment I thought he was going to attack me. His face turned’ 
livid: his eyes blazed in the darkness like the blood-red eyes of a wolf. 
and he bared his long fangs. A thrill of fear shot down my spine. He 
could not harm me. My powers were as great as his. But. safe though 
I was, I shuddered at the hideous picture he made. Then as swilily as 
it had come his fury died. Once more he was poised. handsome. ador- 
ing. 

“Twas first—that is why I was not surprised at Anita's sudden attack. 
I willed her to— Never mind, dear," he said gently, “we will not quarrel. 
There is nothing you could do, not even that, that would make me 
angry with you." 

But we had almost quarreled. And the next evening, after sunset, as 
I lay in the warm bath that Marie had prepared for me, I thought of 
the incident again. Another instant, if it hadn't been for his flash of 
self-control, he would have been at my throat. Of course, he could 
not harm me to any great extent, but he could wound me: pull my hair, 
scratch my face, bite with his sharp teeth. And such marks would never 
heal; they would be permanent, and I would have to use my hypnotic 
Powers to kecp anyone from seeing them. 

It was the same old story. I thought as I lay in the tub. The same 
bitter fight for sustenance that had’ forced me to leave Europe and seek 
more virgin flelds in America. Long ago I had found that I must carry 
on my existence alone. But what of Feodore ? We who had loved each 
other so much in life—was this coming between us now? I tried to 
believe & wasn't. I tried to tell myself that, after all. we hnd not quar- 
reled the night before. But in the back of my mind still clung the mem- 


avin mine, 


ory of my hate a3 I had seen that other bat hanging to its tree. 

‘As I rose from the tub I suddenly realized I was faint with weakness 
My linger-tips were numb, my lips colorless. my flesh flabby. my eyes 
no longer brilliant but dull. With a start 1 realized that two days had 
passed since I had fed. All thought of Feodore, of our quarrels and 
problems, faded from my mind. I muat get hourishment for my failing 
body; I must bring back life and color to my gray and flaccid flesh. 

Into my mind flashed the picture of Anita's younger sister. Lovely 
she was. and young. and sweet, her mouth scarlet with the rich blood 
of youth, her cheeks glowing with health. But it was in the Gillett man- 
sion that I had scented danger! Possibly it would be safer to seek my 
victim somewhere else? But the delicious picture of litle Gloria Gillett 
persisted in my mind. My brain was aflame with the vision. I wanted : ; 
the blood of Goria Gillett. and nothing else would do! C j 

"Open the window," I said to Marie: “I am going as a shred of 
mist. The danger may still be there, but a shred of mist is safe." 

‘A moment later’a bit of wind-blown mist was being tossed toward 
the Gillett. mansion. I knew where Gloria's room was. It would be a 
simple thing for ‘this bit of mist which was I to seep through a crack 
of the window. 

I blew against the window pane of her bedroom. There was a crack 
where the window was dropped at the top! A shiver of delight swept 
over me. If only she were there. I could not endure the agony of wait- 
ing. I drifted through the window and stood. « pull’ of mist, In the middle 
of her bedroom floor. The room was empty. But from the bathroom 
beyond came the sound of voices. Voices I recognized! Feodore! Feodore 
and Anita! A surge of furious rage swept over me. Instantly I was eek 
standing at the bathroom door. a shred of mist no longer. but a veno- 
mous enraged woman. They should not have Gloria! Gloria was mine! 

But at the doorway of the bathroom I stopped aghast. On the rose- 
colored tiles of the bathroom floor Gloria lay limp and white, while over 
her,,in a frenzy of bestial rage, Feodore and Anita fought like tigers for 
their victim. 

"You caif't have her!" snarled Anita. "She is mine—my own sister! 
Her blood is my blood!" 

For answer Feodore flung her back. away from the fainting form of 
Gloria. His eyes were warm with delight as they rested on the beautiful 
body of the young girl. his lips drooped with desire. Into Anita's face 
flashed a gleam of jealous hatred. She hurled herself forward. kicking, 
scratching. 

"You shan't have her blood! You had mine!" 

A red haze throbbed before my eyes. So Feodore had told the truth ! 
I trembled with rage. I threw inyself on them in an insane fury, In the 
first instant of their surprise at my attack they fell gack before me: In 
stantly [ dropped beside the body: my sharp fangs sank into the tender 
flesh. 

Rough hands like cruel talons dragged me back: Anita wound her 
fingers in my hair. Feodore bent to the wound. Anita and I fell upon ij = ~ 
him in a frenzy. Our teeth dug into the flesh of his neck; our fingers es A 
groped for his eyes. 

‘A sudden alien noise made me look up. 1 sprang to. my feet. terror 
gripping my heart. There in the doorway stood Mrs. Gillett and Jatlee. 
I felt as though my mind burst with fright. Blind instinct was all that 
saved me. I vanished: and an instant later a little wind. a cold litle 
wind that shuddered with fear, blew gustily down Fifth Avenue. 

The whole experience had unnerved me, shaken me to the roots of 
my being. But I had managed to get enough of Gloria's blood to bring 
my strength. After I had returned to my suite I lay quietly. But there was 
more in my veins than blood. There was a throbbing living hate! . ae 

Every time I thought of Anita and Feodore I shook with malignant, we “7 
venomous fury. All the love I had felt for Feodore in life, all the attrac- ‘ i . ij 
tion I had known in the past days for Merle, was dead—and from its 
grave rose a possessive, all-absorbing hate. My fingers curled into claws 
as I thought of him. How I would love to tear his face, gouge out his 
glittering eves, rip his smiling mouth! I hated him! In the darkness of 
my room I knew my eyes were gleaming like those of a hungry wolf. 


All that night I fed my fury, nourished my hate. And I did more: 
I determined to get Gloria at-all costs. Those fiends should never know 
the sweet freshness of her young blood. She was mine! Her blood was 
for me! 

No sooner had the shadows of dusk begun to settle on the following 
afternoon than 1 was out of my earth-filled coffin. One thought filled 
my mind; one desire pulsed through my body: I must get back to the 
Gillett mansion before Feodore and Anita got there. I must get Gloria's 
body before they reached it! My brain was afire with the vision of her: 
my veins burned with longing for her blood. I waited for nothing. Throb- 
with eagerness I turned myself again into a little breeze and sped up 
Fifth Avenue. 

But at the window of Gloria's room I stopped in dismay. On the 
window sill there hopped and strutted a pigeon—a pigeon with the eyes 
of Feodore! Such a gust of fury swept over me that I could scarcely 
control myself. But I had to control myself. I had to yet outwit Feodore 
and get Gloria for my own. The window was open a crack. I chuckled 
The first advantage was mine. The crack was wide enough for a breeze 
to filfer through — but not large enough for a proudly strutting pigeon ! 

I blew into the room—Gloria's bedroom; it was empty. But across 
the room, close to the bathroom door, I spied a tiny ‘mouse. Anita! 
She was here too, waiting! It seemed that I would go mad with rage. 

Outside in the hallway heard a soft step. She was coming! The door 
opened; lovely and sweet and young, she came into the room. My avid 
eyes were on her face, on her fair. soft throat, her rosy cheeks, her 
scarlet lips. One thought only filled my mind, I failed to notice that she 
lett the door carefully open behind her; that her movements were strained 
and nervous; that she glanced around the room with something close to 
terror. I didn't realize, until it was too late, that she almost jumped at 
the sight of the small mouse and at the pigeon pecking at her window 
At any other time I would have seen these things, have smelled the 
danger in the air, and taken warning. But not that time. I was blind 
to all else but my ravenous craving for, Gloria's blood. 

Slowly, deliberately she came into the room, crossed it and opened 
the bedroom window wide so that the pigeon might hop, unrestrained, 
across the sill. Then, her face suddenly white with terror, she ran across 
the bedroom and almost plunged into the bathroom beyond. The pigeon 
and I followed her, but Anita was there before us. With a cry of fury 
I materialized and flung myself on Gloria. Gone was all caution: gone 
was every instinct save that of greed, of thirst for blood, of jealous fury 
for my victim. My victim, who I would have at all costs! Behind me I 
could feel Feodore's hot, fetid breath — Anita's claws that dug and scratch- 
ed. Then there was something else; a soft whispered word—a word that 
turned my blood cold and made mv flesh creep—a word sacred to the 
Church ! 


I whirled. There, standing in the bathroom dvorway, was a Holy 
Father, his fingers raised in canonical blessing! I shrank back, and 
my strength oozed out from my stiddenly flaccid muscles. Dimly I was 
aware that Feodore and Anita had dropped back quivering with terror. 
We were trapped! Over the shoulder of the Holy Father I saw the white, 
horror-stricken eyes of Jatlee. Jaflee! My mind cleared. I saw it all, 
Jaffee had suspected me; his suspicions had grown to a certainty with 
Anita's death. It was Jatlee who had-seen us fighting for Gloria the 
night before! It was Jaffee who had called in the Church! 

My face twisted with the rage and agony of a trapped beast. I took 
a furious step toward him, and, protected as he was by the priest, he 
cringed before my hideous snarl. 

How did you know ?"' I shrieked at him. "What made you guess?" 

His teeth chattered with terror; his eyes glazed; he cowered close to 
the Holy Father. "'Y-you ccast no sh-shadow!" he gasped. "I saw you, 
and I knew!" 

We had ‘been deliberately trapped! In that instant of frantic terror 
I realized everything. Gloria had been set as a bait. Now, too late, I 
remembered her leaving the hall door open; I remembered her opening 


the window to allow the pigeon to come in; and then her swift run into 
the bathroom, where we had followed her— straight into a trap! 

But was it a trap? Did Jaffee and the priest know the full extent of 
our powers? Did they know all that was necessary to conquer us? A 
sudden, faint hope swept over me. Perhaps, even now, I could outwit 
them! 

Feodore was now a large bat, wildly seeking a means of egress from 
the room. I became a breeze, invisible, fast—but I was beaten back; 
the bathroom window sill was smeared with garlic! In a frenzy I became 
a fly, and rose to the ceiling—but the priest in the doorway penetrated 
my disguise and I dropped back powerless. Anita, once more a tiny 
gray mouse, was running around the bathroom floor squeaking with 
terror, 

Weakened by the odor of garlic and the terrible holiness of the man 
in the doorway I felt my power slipping from me. I could.no longer 
control myself. Without my will I was slipping back into the 
form of a woman. Feodore, too, shadowy and weak, was rising from 
the bat's body. 

The priest advanced. For an instant I stared in unbelieving horror: 
then I covered my face with my hands and cowered before him. From 
his extended finger-tips were falling crystal drops of Holy Water. They 
fell on my flesh, searing through to the bone. They tell on my hair, 
scorching, burning, I sank to the floor; the Holy Water took 
the last vestige of my power; I rocked with the agony of those terrible 
burns; tortured moans tore through my clenched teeth . . . The pain 
was inbearable, and in vain I longed for unconsciousness. 


The priest and Jaffee brought in our coflins, heavy with the earth 
in which we had slept for centuries, except that Anita's earth was freshly 
dug and light. They drove us into them. weak and powerless as we were. 
My nostrils were filled with the odor of garlic, my brain heavy with the 
terrible stench of sanctity. Through it all I knew the horror that was in 
store for me, and tried to fight, tried to ward off that last hideous mo 
ment. But my arms were like lead, my powers gone 

The priest was standing over me—in his hands a stake! My face 
twisted in agony, my eyes filled with venomous hatred — but I was power 
less! I writhed and moaned; words of tortured promises fell from my 
lips— promises I would never have kept. But the priest was relentless 
He’ placed the point of the stake above my heart. My terrified eyes saw 
him raise a mallet A blaze of agony shot through my body 
I \writhed and twisted with the hideous torture. A shriek. straight from 
the throats of all the fiends of hell tore from my lips—a shriek that. 
mingled with those of Feodore and Anita, ripped through that house 
with all the wailing fury and despair of a lost soul 

My body crumbled to rot: I could see it go. My flesh was dust, grav. 
dinging; my bones were thick with mould, The stench of the grave filled 
the room. 


My agony was gone—gone with the dust of my evil flesh—gone 
with the malignant spirit which had lived for so many centuries in my 
beautiful body—that hidcous spirit which the priest had exorcised for- 
ever. I could now forsake earthly scenes or linger as I desired. And 
I felt the desire to stay for awhile, to watch until all was finished. 

First Anita, then Feodore, writhed and moaned under the stake, then 
they too had been released as I was released. There would be debts to 
pay, but no longer were the three of us helpless pawns of evil. And I 
knew that I could linger here on earth long enough to accomplish the 
new desire I felt right now—to influence some living author to tell my 
story 

For a little while, the three of us watched, unseen, as Gloria came to, 
and the priest and Jaffee led her slowly from that room of putrefaction. 
Her wounds would heal, the spell of evil I had cast over her was broken. 

Then Anita moved away from us and for an instant Feodore and I 
looked at each other. Had there ever been anything of real love between 
us? He smiled and shook his head gently, and I saw him no more. 


§ DMHE HAD COME TO THE END 
OF THE TRAIL... THERE WAS 
NOTHING TO DO BLT... 


LOUELLA KELLNER ENTERED 

THE BOARD ROOM OF THE 

STATE HOSPITAL FOR THE 

INSANE, STARING AHEAD 

WITHOUT INTEREST! THE 
BOARD MEMBERS MEANT 
NOTHING TO HER’ SHE HEARD 
THE DOCTOR SPEAKING.’ 


TAKE 
A CHAIR, 


MiSs 
AV KELLNER/ 


MISS KELLNER!/TO 
BEGIN WITH, YOU DEATH WAS 


if STILL ARE THE WARD THE BUSINESS 


OF NICHOLAS VICTOR, \"2 
WHO WAS APPOINTED f f'\ Neneree. e 
YOUR GUARDIAN BY, 
THE WILL OF YOUR 
FATHER, WILLIAM 

KELINER / 


SHE SCARCELY LISTENED AS THE FACELESS ONE LIVING AT THE VICTOR HOME WAS BAD ENOUGH, BUT 
IPRONED ON! YET EVERY INCIDENT WAS ETCHED NO! My, WHEN JUNIOR VICTOR WAS HOME, IT WAS A 

INHER MEMORY BEGINNING AT THE AGE Z ARM!, HUNDRED TIMES WORSE... 

OF TWELVE AT THE VICTOR HOME... 


UNGRATEFUL CHILD STOP THAT h vay YOU HEARD 
cpap TO 
ENIVELING/ or GLAD THAT WE i oe Pay + 
AND CRYING! 


\T WAS A LOVE AFFAIR EVENTUALLY, 
OH, YES...IN , BEGINNING AS SIMPLY AS THAT, BUT 
THE KITCHEN. (T WOULD COME TO A CLIMAX THAT 
NEITHER COULD FORESEE..- 
1M TOM LOOMIS ! = 
MY FATHER'S THE 
NEW GARDENER 


YOUR FOLKS Do} 


TOM WENT AWAY TO (M GIN GS OF ONE 
Re Hae / OU Fou lve COLLEGE / THEN LOUELLA < WWE TAKEN 


WAS TERRIBLY LONELY’ 


LOUELLA/ BUT HE RETURNED AND 

= THE WORLO SMILED 
AGAIN! THEN TOMS 
FATHER DIED... 


a a 


LOUELLA'S HEART SANG... AND WITH THEIR TOM, I DON'T KNOW... YOU DISGRACE ME, 
KISS THAT NIGHT THEY PLEDGED THEIR YOU'RE A COLLEGE MAN/ DARLING 7 MAY I ON! 
ROTH... MY GUARDIAN HAS GIVEN ME DESERVE SUCH DIS- 
AS LITTLE SCHOOLING AS GRACE EVERY Day’ J 
THE LAW PERMITS’ SUPPOSE a <x a 
I DISGRACE You? + ti 


D 
EM BERE' “a 
“| Lue 70 HER SEXING 
RR 


iN TE! 


TiN (Ve NEVER 
JUNIOR...THE TIME / 
HAS COME FOR YOU TO TOLD YOU OR HER, MY BOY! SHE 
COURT LOUELLA/I WANT 
YOU TWO TO MARRY’ 


AS MY WIFE, IT 
WON'T MEAN , 
ANYTHING? 


Yih! j 


ry, ‘a 


AFTER THEIR MEETING FATHER AND\\ TOM LOOMI6 WENT INTO THE CITY TO HUNT FOR A JOB/ ONE DARK 
SON GREW SUODENLY DEVOTED NIGHT AS HE WAS RETURNIN TO HIS ROOMING HOUSE... DEATH 
TO LOUELLA ! THEN, ONE DAy... SPRUNG FROM THE SHADOWS... 


|BSURD ! 


A 
GENTLEMEN, MY 
WARD 15 OVER 

WROUGHT - 


I KNOW HE > 
KILLED TOM 
HE KILLED 


I WOULDN'T n 
MARRY JUNIOR 


/ DO YOU REALIZE, THAT AS YOUR 
CAROIAN E Gan Beye OU ON 
” “ 4 PLACED IN AN INSANE A 
sig THE STRENGTH OF WHAT YOU 
Oe SEAT IRE 4 : HAVE SAID PUBLICLY? 
AUNIOR ! THINK 
WHAT IT WILL 
MEAN! 


— 
LOUELLA HEARD UUNIOR'S 
SHOUTING AND WENT 
DIRECTLY DOWN THE STAIRS,, 


Fiemme IN! YW | 
LEMME IN! \Z 
D'YA HEAR? i 
\ 


AFTER THE SHOCK, A 
SENSE OF WELL BEING 
CAME OVER LOUELLA.. 


SENSE OF BEING SAFE... 


ENTLEMEN OF THE 
JURY!LOOK AT THAT 
CHILD/ COULD THOSE 
TINY HANDS OF LOUELLA 
MA KELLNER HAVE BROKEN 
Py THE NECK OF HER 
FIANCE 7 I ASK YOU ?, 


Us 
TOUELLA WAS ACC! 


MURDER SINCE YOU. 
DENY YOU MURDERED 
YOUR FIANCE, PERHAPS 
YOU CAN TELL THE COURT 
WHO DID SINCE YOU ll 
{f 


WERE AT THE 
SCENE! 


YOU HAVE 
BEEN ADIUDGED 
CURED, MISS 


¢0) 
WENO a RETURNING 
| oe - YOU TO YOUR 
GUARDIAN / 


YOU ARE VERY 


‘IT IS MY MONEY 

HE WANTS ! BUT, 
IT DOES NOT 
MATTER ! NOTHING 
MAKES ANY 
DIFFERENCE / 


ALL OF A SUDDEN 
LOUELLA LEANED BACK 
AND SMILED. .- 


THIS 
WOMAN, 
(6 DEAD 


SHE TOOK A PLANE THAT EVENING! 
BESIDE HER RODE AN ATTENDANT 
WHO WAS A FACELESS AS THE 
OTHERS AT THE HOSPITAL / 


Mosr OF U/$, WHO WALK IN THE BRIGHT SUNSHINE OF LIFE, SUSPECT NOTHING OF THE HORRORS 
THAT LIE JUST BEYOND THE EOGE OF DARKNESS — THE MURK OF THE PIT, WHERE FETID MISTS 

HANG LIKE SHROUDS FOR DAMNED SOULS, AND DEMONS MOAN IN THE ETERNAL MIGHT! BUT FOR 
THOSE WHO KNOW, FOR THOSE WHO HAVE MADE THE TERR/BLE YOURNEY INTO THE UNKNOWN 
REALMS Of THE SUPERNATURAL, THERE /S ONLY EVERLASTING TERROR / FOR THEY KNOW THAT 


a ARE SUCH THINGS AS 


DOCTOR JOHN AMES, PSYCHIATRIST, 


/§ ABOUT TO INTERVIEW A NEW 
PATIENT. .« 


MRS, HODGE BEGINS HER, 
TREATMENT TODAY, NURSE! 
SHOW HER IN AS SOON 
AS SHE ARRIVES! SHE'S 
—{ HERE Now, 
DOCTOR! 


DID YOU KNOW THAT SHE's Y YES, I KNOW! 
DORIS HODGE, THE FAMOUS @ BUT SHOW HER 
MOVIE STAR! I'VE SEEN IN, PLEASE! 
HER IN A LOT OF PICTURES! 


Fo... HELLO, MRS. HODGE! IT TOOK A LOT oF WW suPPosE you TELL 
COME IN, PLEASE! ? THANK COURAGE TO COME ff ME ABOUT IT! JUST 

JUST MAKE YOURSELF y~YOU,PocTOR!) HERE, DOCTOR! I 4 WHAT IS IT THAT 

COMFORTABLE ANO veg I DO HOPE Ve” HAD GREAT > TROUBLES YOU? 

WE'LL HAVE A fea YOU CAN, DIFFICULTY i 

LITTLE CHAT! HELP ME! fa IN TAKING 


THIS STEP! 


WELL, AS YOU MAY KNOW, I AM IN PICTURES! \, 
AND LATELY I'VE BECOME TYPE CAST—THEY VJ SuovENLy THERE (5 A HORRIBLE 


SEEM TO LET ME PLAY NOTHING BUT HORROR My TRANSFORMATION (NV THE WOMAN... Lil 


ROLES! VAMPIRE IN MY LAST. Wa ? 
> FIVE PICTURES! 27% YES—NOW YOU SEE! L—(UGH)— } 
Z scoTT—YouR, “qf KEEP CHANGING INTO A — 
FACE! y- You'RE ]| (GASP)— VAMPIRE! A REAL 
CHANGING... A VAMPIRE! AND THEN I 


Gz WANT: 
ae ie 


I WANT BLoop! L GOOD GRIEF— i MRS. HODGE! YOU — BUT WAIT A MINUTE! 
: SHE'S FAINTING, PASSING OUT JUST AS 
SHE WAS ABOUT TO ATTACK ME! 


MUST HAVE IT OR SHE'S COMING 
I'LL GO MAD! YOUR AFTER ME! 
BLOOD — ANyBODY'S 

BLoop! I— 


YES, SHE'S OUT COLD/ A VERY 
STRANGE CASE (NOEEO —/'D 


YES, MRS, HODGE, BUT 


CALL IT HYPER -/NOUCED “AL I — WHERE— ¥ DON'T WORRY! TRY TO 
VAMPIRISM / PROBABLY WOT q OH, I KNOW! J REMAIN CALM! I THINK 
A TRUE VAMPIRE, BUT THE IT=IT I CAN HELP YOU! 
TRAITS ARE THERE, AND b = HAPPENED 


THE MOVIE ROLES SHE : 6 4 AGAIN! 
PLAYS BRING THEM x 
TO THE SURFACE! 


(ll! 


BUT THE CURE WILL BE 

LONG AND EXPENSIVE! fare op fide LA? 
HELP ME? OH, HOW L HOPE OF course NOT! \AND YOU'LL REQUIRE <} 772" ZONE 7m 
$0! IT'S BEEN SO HORRIBLE \ BUT SUCH THINGS | ABSOLUTE REST AND \\ 72.05 7004 
WHEN I HAVE THOSE FITS I’M | CAN BE CURED, /QUIET! So J! rapes 
A RAVING MANIAC! I— I'M NOT - 
RESPONSIBLE FOR yx PAY SPECIAL LITTLE PRIVATE NOT MUCH FARTHER 
WHAT I DO! x © ATTENTION TO SANITARIUM OF MINE! ] NOW, MRS. HODGE! JUST 

YOUR CASE! FAR AWAY FROM THE /\ ovER THE CREST THERE! 


OHH — IT'S 

$0 DARK AND 
LONELY HERE! 
IMA LITTLE 
FRIGHTENED! 


IT LOOKS $0 GLOomy! 
DON'T YOU REALLY I—L DON'T THINK NONSENSE, MRS. 
THINK THAT IN A ZASE | I'M GOING TO LIKE | HODGE: YOU'RE IN 
LIKE MINE I, WELL, IT HERE AFTER ALL, | A BAD WAY, YOU 
SHOULDN'T THE DOCTOR! PERHAPS 1 / KNOW! YoU MUST 
SURROUNDINGS BE MADE A MISTAKE! A HAVE TREATMENT 
MORE CHEERFUL? MAYBE WE HAD AT ONCE, AND THIS 
BETTER GO BACK... IS THE ONLY WAY 4 


TO GET IT! \ 


TotHine TO BE AFRAID OF! 
SEE, THERE AHEAD! THAT'S 
MY PLACE! WE'LL PUT YOU 

RIGHT IN NO TIME HERE! 


TLL Lid 


Nl 


CLLLL 


Te DOOR SLOWLY CREAKS OPEN.. + 


YES, IGOR! THIS 
1S MRS. HODGE! 
SHOW HER TO 

HER ROOM AT 


GOOD EVENING, 
DocTOR! I SEE 

WE HAVE ANOTHER— # 
é PATIENT! Ait 


WHA 


SEE HER IN THE 
MORNING, EH? HAH— 
HAH! UNLESS I MISS 
MY GUESS, I'LL SEE 

HER LONG BEFORE 

MORNING / 


GOOD! AND NOW HERE ARE YOUR, des 
ORDERS! GO TO BED AND STAY 
THERE! UNDERSTAND —NO MATTER } 
WHAT YOU HEAR, STAY IN YOUR 
ROOM! 


I WILL CO 
$0, DOCTOR! 
GOOD 
NIGHT! 


UGHHH — 


M~ MONSTER.’ 
WHAT SORT 

OF A PLACE 
1S THIS7 


STs) 


GOOD NIGHT, 
MRS. HODGE! 4 
SEE YOU IN 

THE MORNING! 


THIS WAY, 
PLEASE | 
YOU'RE ON 
THE TOP 
FLOOR! 


ITA 


N-NIGHT) 
mh COCTOR! 


ray YES, DOCTOR, JUST AS 
(ZZ YOU INSTRUCTED! AND 
THE HOUSE IS EMPTY! “% 
I SENT ALL THE OTHERS 
AWAY AFTER YOU , 
TELEPHONED ME- 


GET HER 
ALL FIXED 
UPB IGOR? 


WELL, 17 SHOULONM'T BE LOM 
WOW! WITH HER TENDENCIES, 
AND IN THIS ATMOSPHERE OF 
GLOOM ANC UNKNOWN FEAR, 
SHE SHOULD BE CHANGING ff 
TO A VAMPIRE ANY 
MOMENT! fiz 


i po 


COME IN, MY DEAR 
AHA—AT LAST! = MRS. HODGE! I'VE 
THINK I HEAR HERON BEEN EXPECTING YOU 
THE STAIRS! THAT FOR AN HOUR: YOU'RE 
NEXT TO LAST STEP VERY LATE! BUT NOW 
ALWAYS CREAKS JUST. THAT YOU'RE HERE... 

LIKE THAT! 


"LL GET IT, 
TOO! OH, HOW 
MY FANGS WANT 
TO BE AT YOUR 
THROAT! YOU STRUGGLE! 

WON'T ESCAPE YOU KNOW 
ME THIS TIME! \ IT's USE- / VAMPIRE, 
NOT A 


NATURAL 


NOT SO FAST, MY DEAR! I 
KNOW WHAT YOU WANT, 

EXACTLY, BUT YOU WON'T 
GET IT! YOU'VE TURNED 
INTO A VAMPIRE AGAIN 
AND YOU WANT TO 


AGRRRRR- 
AWHHHH HH 


LL KILL you! 


wy 


\ 


WHILE I AM—A 
REAL VAMPIRE! 
AND $O I'M THE 
STRONGER! HA-HAH— 
HAH! NOW WHO WINS? 
HEE- HEE— HEE — HEE... 


OH, YES! HO- HO-HO- HO-HO! 
AND NOW, MY DEAR..- - . 


Y-YOU — A VAMPIRE, 
TOO! AND YOU'RE 
GOING TO — OH, NO... 


WHAT WAS 7, THIS HORROR F A 
VEGETABLE ? M/NERAL ® AN/MAL ? Eee 
OR SUST A FIENO OUT OF THE ts = 
LOWER DARKNESS 2 /T HAO THE uum 
CUNNING ANP PATIENCE OF = 
2EATH /TSELF AS /T WA/TED AA 
FOR /TS HELPLESS VICTIMS / a 
/T STRUCK ANO STRUCK AGAIN! z= 
ANo IN THE END /T PUT (Ts aa 
THORN- SP/IKEO ARMS 
AROUND A WOMAN IT 
LOVED INV AS GRUESOME 
A DEATH SCENE AS 
EVER HAPPENED / FOR 
/T WAS THE JEALOUS 

CACTUS... 


GEORGE AND MARTHA , 
THORTON ARE DRIVING HOME AFTER A TRIP TO OLD 
MEX/CO, WHEN SUDDENLY MARTHA GETS AN IDEA... 


V/ ccorce, PLEASE STOP! 7 HUH! WHAT IN THE 
I WANT TO GET A 4 WORLD DO YOU WANT 
CUTTING FROM SOME \{ ONE OF THOSE THINGS 
, OF THOSE LOVELY | FOR ™® I WANT TO GET 
CACTUS PLANTS ‘A OUT OF THIS FURNACE 
H GEORGE, DID <A OFA DESERT! 
YOU HEAR ME? } 


OF ALL THE CRAZY IDEAS! 
A cAcTus ! I TELL YOU, 
WOMAN, YOU'RE OUT OF 
YOUR HEAD! BESIDES 1 
BET IT WON'T GROW IN 
OUR GARDEN p 
AT HOME | WE'LL SEE! 
I ANYWAY I'M 
GOING TO TRY! ANDO 
I THINK IT WILL LOOK } 
JUST GRAND IN THE 
GARDEN! THINK OF 
HOW JEALOUS THE 
NEIGHBORS WILL BE! 


8u7 HE CACTUS DOES GROW AND TO GEORGE IT BEGINS|| SUCDENLY HE CAN CONTROL HIMSELF NO LONGER. 
70 LOOK ODPLY LIKE A MAN / THERE /5 SOMETHING 


ABOUT 17 THAT REVOLTS HIM AND FILLS HIM WITH, WOW 15 MY CHANCE, WHILE 
LOATHING... MARTHA ISN'T AROUND! FLL 
E FILTHY THING / I HATE /T/ I KNOW CUT THE THING INTO A THOUSAND 
IM BEING SILLY BUT I CAN'T PIECES ! SHE'LL BE ANGRY BUT 
HELP IT! X SIMPLY HATE THAT, L CAN MAKE (T UP TO HER! ILL 
GET HER THAT NEW COAT SHE'S 
BEEN WANTING... 


Ano 50 OW A/D 50 ‘ 
GEORGE THORNTON / ALL RIGHT, $0 IW 
DON'T YOU DARE I DON'T KNOW WHAT'S COME J CRAZY! I CAN'T A 
7 DESTROY MY CACTUS !/ OVER YOU LATELY! YOU'RE EXPLAIN IT 
PUT THAT HOE DOWN ¢ ACTING LIKE A FOOLISH CHILD XY MYSELF! BUT IJ 
THIS MINUTE OR I'LL \ ABOUT THAT CACTUS! IT'S AL- HATE IT! I 
NEVER SPEAK TO YOU 
AGAIN | OH! OF ALL 


EVERY TIME I 
THE MEAN THINGS | 


LOOK AT IT! 


THAT MIGHT WHEN HIS WIFE IS ASLEEP GEORGE DECIDES 


/7'5 LIKE SOME STRANGE 
THAT HE CAN STAND /T NO LONGE/ 


FORCE IN ME, DRIVING 


y 
‘ ME! IT'S A VOICE, WARNING 
IVE GOT TO DO IT! I'LL NEVER X <a ACE, 


ME! SOMEHOW I KNOW 
THAT EITHER THE CACTUS 
GOES OR SOMETHING 


REST UNTIL I 00! ItL GET THE 
AXE OUT OF THE SUMMER HOUSE 
ANP CHOP THAT CACTUS DOWN RIGHT, 


LEAVE ME, BUT 
Z CAN'T HELP. 


THE CACTUS SEEMS TO GLEAM EVILLY IW THE Moow- THEN (7 HAPPENS / THE CACTUS MOVES W/TH A TERRIBLE 
LIGHT! /T ALMOST SEEMS TO BE MOCKING THE MAN..| LIFE OF /7S OWN AND SNATCHES THE SHARP-BLACED, 
AXE FROM THE MAN'S HANP... 


WOW LLL PUT AN END TO YOU ONCE ANP FOR ALL / H-HUH ! IT--1T'S 
I'LL CHOP YOU UPAND BURN THE PIECES! THEN ; % 4 ALIVE! YAAAAA! 
LET MARTHA RAVE ~~~. @ AT LEAST SHE WON'T IT's GOING TO 

. ‘) BE ABLE TO BRING A KILL ME ! 


16, RUSTLING SOUND 
AS THE AXE SAILS THROUGH THE AIR, STRAIGHT AND 
FOR HIS LIFE, THE CACTUS LIFTS ONE SPINE COVERED | TRUE, HEADED FOR THE FLEEING MAN... 
ARM ! THE AXE /5 RAISED, BALANCED, POISED, _— eae 
I'LL CALL THE POLICE, 


HAVE THEM COME AND 
DESTROY THE THING! 


ft tPA oP 


Ao THAT 15 THE WAY THAT MARTHA 1D WHEN THE POLICE COM, 
FINDS HIM THE NEXT MORNING ! 
UHHHHHH-- \ COL2 DEAQ, STIFE-- WITH THE I'M AWFULLY SORRY, MRS. THORNTON ! 
GNNNNN/ | AXE STILL FIRMLY EMBEDDED BUT IT's PRETTY OBVIOUS WHAT 
IN HIS SKULL! SHE DOES NOT | HAPPENED! YOUR HUSBAND MUST 
EVEN GLANCE AT THE CACTUS HAVE HEARD A PROWLER AND WENT 
TO INVESTIGATE ! HE TOOK THE AXE 
ALONG, BUT THE 


HAVE TAKEN IT | AND ONLY YES- 
FROM HIM AND TERDAY I 
KILLED HIM! QUARRELED 
WITH HIM! 


Bur rime YES, BRENT, HERE |S 
PASSES--ANQ MY CACTUS PLANT ! 
UME HEALS! JM ISN'T ITA BEAUTY ! 

SEVERAL BUT POOR GEORGE 
MONTHS LATER NEVER LIKED IT/ 
ANOTHER MAN 

COMES INTO 

THE WIDOWS 

LUE! MEAN- 

TIME THE 

CACTUS GROWS, 


LARGER ANP 
BIDES /TS ;~% 
TIME... g 


HMMM~-CAN'T 
SAY THAT I 
BLAME HIM: L 
DON'T THINK I 
LIKE IT MUCH 
EITHER ! 


JUST TELL ME 
THAT YOU'LL 

MARRY ME -- 
AND TELL ME 


BUT THAT'S WHERE YOU'RE 
f SO WRONG DARLING! YOU 
KNOW I HAVE TO LEAVE FOR 
SOUTH AMERICA SOON ON 


BUSINESS ! 


PLEASE, MARTHA, ) ALL RIGHT, 


MARRY ME ! 


= 


LEFT ALONE FORA MOMENT, BRENT STARES AT 
THE CACTUS AND FEELS HIS SPINE BEGIN TO = 


7 AND YOU--THERE 5 
fl SOMETHING ABOUT YOU! 
/ SOMETHING VILE AND EVIL 

AND WICKED! AND ALTHOUGH Jz’ 
DA FEELING THAT YOU DON'T 
 L/KE ME--7HAT YOU KNOW. 
lt HOW I FEEL ABOUT YOU! 


i 


| 
it} 


DEAR! OF 
COURSE ! 
WHENEVER 
YOU SAY! 


ee 
o 
SNR EV LEER ON THE "FACE" 


/ WAIT HERE IN THE 
GARDEN, BRENT, AND 
I'LL GO FIX US A 
COOL DRINK! 


SWEETHEART ¢ 

WE CAN DRINK A } 

TOAST TO OUR 
MARRIAGE! {ff 


~ wv 


WITH A HORRIBLE SCREECHING 
SOUND OF LIVING ROOTS BEING 
TORN FROM THE 

GROUND, THE 
CACTUS POUNCES 

ON THE AMAZED 

MAN... 


BUT WE WON'T QUARREL 
ABOUT A CACTUS, DARLING! 


DON'T WANT TO 
BE RUSHED! 


HOW CAN EITHER ONE OF THEM SEE THE 


THE THROAT OF THE DYING MAN-- SQUEEZES BODY AS/DE, THE 

AND SQUEEZES AND SQUEEZES UNTIL ATLAST | CACTUS SWAYS 

THE BODY OF BRENT /5 LIMP IN THE THORNY ANP TUGS AT /TS 

OWN ROOTS, RIPPING 
THEM FROM THE EARTH 
IN A FRENZY! ON THE 


FINGERS... 


Wii B-- BREATHE! 
I A UNNNNNNN / DIABOLICAL NOW, 
THERE 15 AN EX- 


PRESSION OF 


WHILE IN THE KITCHEN MARTHA, HER SvuovENty.. * THE DOOR SWINGS OPEN AND THERE 
HEART SINGING WITH JOY, 13 FIXING STANDS -- THE CACTUS. 
THE COOL DRINKS, UNAWARE OF THE BRENT = COME 
TABLEAU OF HORROR THAT HAS JUST IN, PARLING ! 

BEEN ENACTED IN THE GARDEN... WHAT ON EARTH 
ARE YOU KNOCK- 
ING FORZ 


THE CACTUS PULLS HER INTO A prea 3 
EMBRACE, CRUSHING HER AGAINST /TS SHARP SPINES! | BUT /T WAS TRUE-- 
AND AT THE LAST MOMENT MARTHA REALIZES THE AND WHEN THE 
TRUTH! 1T WANTS HER... POLIEE FOUND 


A, 

dX Be THEM LATER... (ah 
OH, NO! IT ISN'T ) J 4 
TRUE--IT CAN'T | ZamyS FIGURE THIS ONE 


MIKE! A CACTUS 
PLANT RIPS OUT ITS 
ROOTS AND WALKS, 
GRABS THE WOMAN 
ANP CRUSHES HER 
TO DEATH! IT 
CAN'T BE... 


CAN'T BE IS RIGHT, 
ONLY IT IS! AND THE 
MAN DEAD Too! 

BROTHER, HOW WE 
EVER GOING TO EX- 
PLAIN THIS ONE TO 


HIS STORY OF ANIMAL WORSHIF) SUPERNATURAL TERROR TAKES US 
THIS TIME FAR INTO DARKEST AFRICA WHERE SUPERSTITIONS WEAVE 
A SPELL OF HORROR AND DEATH! COME WITH US ON THIS JOURNEY AND 
Bee Leal ONE MAN'S GREED AND SELFISHNESS CAUSES THE LION'S 
EVENGE / 


OUR STORY OPENS AT THE BOWEN MANU- 
FACTURING CO. WHERE AN IMPORTANT 
MEETING I BEING HELD... 


GENTLEMEN, THIS LION HEAD YOU SEE MAY | 
MAKE A TREMENDOUS PROFIT FOR 
BOWEN MANUFACTURING THIS YEARY 


THAT NATIVE 


THE DYES USED 
IN THAT HEAD ARE 


WE CAN GET 
THAT DYE, OUR 
PROBLEMS WILL 
BE SOLVED’ 


IT WAS SENT TO ME 
BY A FRIEND AS A 
SOUVENIR FROM 
AFRICA / BUT IT'LL BE 
UP TO THE MAN I 
SEND TO GET THESE 
DYE PROCESSES TO, 
FIND THE TRIBE 
WHO MADE THAT 


\'VE_CHOGEN LEONARD AN HOUR |... ALL I'VE BEEN ABLE TO FIND OUT SO 
LATER... | FAR IS THAT THE HEAD WAS MADE BY 4 

SUMACS! IT Wes BE 
eT 


if hes 


WEBSTER TO MAKE THE 
TRIP FOR THE COMPANY.4 l TRIBE CALLED THE 
BE IN MY OFFICE IN AN YOUR JOB TO LOCATE THEM AND 
HOUR, WEBSTER / THE DYE PROCESS! 4 


LEONARDO WONDERED WHO THE 
PRETTY GIRL WAS/ 


OOPS / OH, 'M OH...ITS 

TERRIBLY SORRY \ ALL RIGHT... 
Miss / 

jos rae F aeacr 6 


j 


ALTHOUGH ON A BUSINESS TRIP. if 

LEONARD HAD NEVER SEEN ONE | THE IWAGL REGION: 

TO OVERLOOK A PRETTY FACE! | THATS WHEE Ww! 

AND SO, TEN MINUTES LATER... eee ee are 

TO FIND THE SUMAC 

TRIBE... EVER HEARD 
OF THEM? 


BORN IN T 
MIDOLE OF THE 
KIWABI REGION / 


LEONARD SENSEO 2 f } THERES SOMETHING I WANT TO 
THAT DIANE FOREST 

SEEMED HESITANT 
ABOUT DISCUSSING 


THAT NIGHT HE TOOK 
HER DANCING... 


THE INFORMATION SHE 
GAVE HIM WAS TO UN- 
LOCK THE SECRET 
DOOR OF THE 
ISUMACS TO HIM... 


THE SUMACS BELIEVE THEY 

ARE REINCARNATED INTO 

ANIMALS/ONLY ONE WHITE 

MAN HAS RETURNED FROM 

THERE IN THE PAST FIFTY. 

YEARS... AND THAT WAS MY 
FATHER / WITH MY 
HELP YOU'LL BE ABLE TO 

SEE THE SUMACS/ 


TWO DAYS LATER, DIANE HAD LED LEONARD INTO SEE, LEONARD’ HE DOES 
THE KIWABI REGION... THE REGION OF THE VN SemenBee ME/KIONTO 
IMAC TRIBE... WACUT| CHIEF / 


USING DIANE AS INTERPRETER, 
LEONARD WAS ABLE TO TELL To; 
LUNA THE PURPOSE OF HIS MESION.. 


SEC! mer 


HE SAYS HELL TEACH 
YOU THE DYE PROCESS/ 
BUT YOU MUST NOT 
DISTURB THEIR DEAD! 


WHATS GOING ON, OIANE 7 
WHY DO THE NATIVES CARRY 
ANIMAL HEADS NEXT TO THE 
DEAD MAN'S BODY 7 


THEY BELIEVE THE 
DEAD DON'T DIE... 
INSTEAD THEY ARE 
REINCARNATED INTO 
7 ANIMALS / THE DEAD 
MAN (& ALWAYS BURIED 
WITH THREE ANIMAL 
HEADS DIPPED INTO THE 
ECRET DYE... AND, 
GIVEN A DIAMOND. 


INSTEAD OF ANSWERING 


AS LEONARD AND DIANE 


FARTOOK OF DINNER WITH THE QUESTION, TOA LUNA 
TOA LUNA... SH HIS HEAD AND 
INDICATED THAT AFTER 
THE MEAL 2 WOLLD 
‘SHOW’ THEM THE 
REASON. 
THAT Li 


WH: is 
(LL BET ('T HAD TO DO LIKE THE 


WITH THOSE DIAMONDS. 


AND _SO BEGAN LEONARDO'S SUCCESS! rae eo HE 
STUDIED poe COMPLICATED PROCESS OF 


HOw RIDICULOUS / HA, +, 
TURNING INTO ANIMALS / 


7A’ MEN 
INDEED - 


DON'T LAUGH, LEONARD.” 
HERE MANY STRANGE: 
THINGS HAVE HAPPENED. 
THE DOIAMONCS ARE, 
TO PAY THE WAY 
OF THE DEAD 
UNTIL THEY 

RETURN ..- 


OOKS | KINO NOP 
—| 


WITHIN A few MINUTES LEONARD saw] 
A SIGHT THAT WOULD CHANGE THE 


eStaee OF HIS ENTIRE LIFE... 
HE Save tHe = 
DIAMONDS. ARE 

FOR THE DEAD, 


HUNDREDS OF 
NOS OF 


THOUSAI 
DOLLARS IN 


) THA iT THOSE STONES, JUST A FEW 
ARS >| POCKETFULS OF THEM WOULD, 
MAKE ANY MAN A MILLIONAIRE /(M 
GOING TO TAKE ANOTHER LOOK 
INTO THAT TEMPLE.’ 


ei 
RETURNING 
TO HIS 
MIND... AND 
THAT 


IN LEONARDO GO _BACK, LEONARD WEBSTER ! LET OuR 
HED THE TEMPLE... BODIES BE A WARNING TO YOU! WE 
TRIED TO STEAL THE DIAMOND: 
THEY WOULON'T EVEN ¥ THIS HAPPENED TO US! 
MISS A FEW STONES... 
4d kT 


FEAR TOOK COMPLETE CON- 
OF LEONARDS BODY’ 
IN AN INSTANT HE HAD FLED 
IFROM THE TEMPLE AND WAS 
BACK NEAR HIS TENT.’ 
‘THERE HE MET DIANE... 


nslts 


e, 
| 


BUT LEONARD HAD GOTTEN OVER HIS BUT LEONARO DIDN'T TLL STure EveRyY 
SCARE BY NOW! FOR DAYS HE BROOD- = THINK: IT HORRIBLE ATALL.. |pockeT IVE’ Gor! 
EO OVER WAYS OF OBTAINING SOME IN FACT HE WAS PLEASED. =| EVEN THE BOTTOMS OF 
OF THE DIAMONDS, THEN ... MY SHOES... 

S 


STAY INSIDE YOUR TENT, 
DIANE.’ YOU'LL BE SAFER 
THERE / 


NOW IS THE PER- 
L FECT TIME TO DIP 
OSE 


OH, LEONARD, ITS HORRIBLE! 
THERE'S A WILD _LION IN 
THE VILLAGE / THEY SAY 
IT'S A CHIEF KILLED 
BEFORE HIS TIME, 
RETURNED FOR 
VENGEANCE’ 


THOSE BOD! 
=) WERE JUST A 
el TRICK OF THE 


LEONARD 
WEBSTER WILL 
A MILLIONAIRE / 


FM QUICK, ILL GET THE LL START A NEW BUT SUCDENLY, LEONARD'S 
Samonos ANO LEAVE LIFE! NO MORE _, DREAMS OF THE FUTURE WERE 
STUFFY OFFICE6/... INTERRUPTED .-- 


AND I'LL HAVE 
DIANE, TOO? 


FORE THOSE STUPID 
SAVAGES EVEN REALIZE I'M 
GONE / DEAD MEN TURNING, 
INTO ANIMALS... 4/4 4/4 / 


7 BUT BEFORE LEONARD COULD FIRE AT THE CHIEFTAIN, 
Hee a ey iow ANOTHER LION APPEARED... 
YOU STEAL! I MUST CALL 


WELL, OLD MAN, 

MAYBE I WON'T 

HAVE TO KILL YOu 
AFTER ALL/ 


IT WAS OVER IN A MATTER OF SECONDS /AS 
TOA LUNA'S BROKEN BODY FELL DEAD ON 
THE FLOOR, LEONARD FIRED THE RIFLE... 


THANK YOU, MR. LION! NOW AFTER I'M GONE, 
WHEN THE NATIVES FIND TOA LUNA'S BODY 
THEY'LL BLAME YOU... AND I'LL BE CLEARED... 


FEET [IN 
TALL| AUTHENTIC 


COLORS. 


GLOW in the 
DARK EYES 


imagine your friends 
shock when they see the 
MONSTER" reaching out 
—sinister as the wildest 
nightmare. Bigger than 
life—Frankenstein—the 
man-made monster that 
terrorized the world. 7 
feet tall, with eyes that 
Jow eerily in the dark 
for @ special thrilling 
chill, So lifelike in au: 
thentic colors, that you'll 
probably find yourself 
talking to him. Won't 
you be surprised if he 
answers! 
There is also his perfect 
companion—BONEY the 
‘SKELETON—stark and 
scary—ust a wonderful 
pair to set your hair on 


‘end 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Just send $1.00 plus 35¢ 
to cover posiage ana 
handling for each mon 
ster you want. ORDER 
TWO AND SAVE. (The same 
35c for postage and han- 
dling applies to orders, 
for TWO MONSTERS—a 
total of 2 for $2.35.) 
Your money back if not 
satisfactorily horrified. 
HONOR HOUSE 

DEFT. 472MR90 
LYNBROOK, N.Y. 

11563 


RAQUEL 
WELCH 
PILLOW 


ONLY What man wouldn’t 
enjoy spending @ 
night with Raquel 

Welch? Well, we.can't 

deliver her, but we can 

deliver that next best thing 

—a 12" x 24” inflat- 

able pillow of Raquel made 
rugged vinyl to 

as your headrest. Ke 


for yourself or show 
your friends. Li 
arty when e' 
els this great gag 
item, Just send $1.98 plus 
‘35¢ shipping charges to: 


WOWOR HOUSE 


DEPT. 472RW30 LYWBROOK, W.Y. 11563 
‘ey Stabe reehdanta wd state and focal alex tax 


PPK 

22 CAL. 
PELLET 
FIRING 


only $425 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Fr 


Looks and Feels Like Full Size ‘James Bond” 
style German Automatic S¥2 inches long — 4¥2 
inches high. Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigger with realistic moving 


ction. Great for fast action combat—type 
practice, 50 reusable 22 cal. pellets fre 
Free supply of targets. Money back if not satisfied. 
Just Send $1.25 plus 25¢ Not sold in NY City. 
HONOR HOUSE 


Dept. 472PK90 Lynbrook, N.Y. 11863 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 
STILETTO 


9” Overall Length Flips 


5” When Closed agente 
Opens instantly qiactinen’ 
Sharp and matically to 
Tough dental closing. 
Stainless Razor sharp 


tough stainless 
steel blade for re 
liable use and hard 

long service Money 
back in 5 days not 
satisfied. Send $2.75 
plus 25¢ to cover post 
age and Nandling 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 


Dept. 472ST90 
Street, Lynbrook, W. ¥. 11563 


Steel Blade 


OnLy 


“POWER AUTOMATIC” 
Pellet Firing Target Pistol 


FREE 50 Reusable §425 
22 Cal. Pellets only 1 


Rapid firing 22 cal. fully 9 inches long with the 
look and feel of an ‘undercover’ automatic. Sn 
the "‘silencer’ on or remove it for fast combat: 
type target practice. FREE 50 reusable 22 cal. 
pellets and supply of targets. Money back guaran 
tee if not satisfied. Just send $1.25 plus 35c for 
postage and handling. 


woo Sra 198 7 2PASO 
X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical tlusion 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 

you put on the ‘X-Ray’ Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath, Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you “see” under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus 
25¢ shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lynbrook, NY Dept 472XR90 


TN 7 


SKIN HEAD WIG S a 
G "fa 


Most people try to grow hair. This is just the 
opposite, Made of flesh toned latex to fit all 
heads, really changes your appearance. Just 
send $1.00 plus 15¢ for postage and handling 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT. 472SW90 LYNBROOK. N.¥.11869 


8 MM MOTION PICTURE 
“rr PROJECTOR 


FREE: NEW THRILLING SENSATION 


Add 3-D Stereo effect with “Miracle Specs’’ 
which makes people look so full and real you 
can reach out and touch them. One pair 
comes with each projector. Additional pairs 
are $2.98 each. 


FEATURES: 


+ Sturdy Construction 


‘+ Speed Control tor fast 
or slow mation 
© Guaranteed 


= Projects col 
black and white 


WAVE ALL THE FUN OF PRIVATE MOVIES 
NOW AT THIS LOW PRICE 
Precision engineered and compact. Completely 
portable in its own case. Needs no electric outlet 
since it is battery operated. So simple and safe 
to use even a child can operate it. Its double lens 
focusing is sure and easy for bright, clear pictures. 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL—Money back guarantee on 
10 day free trial, Don't delay—send $6.98 plus 
75c for postage and handling or send $1.00 good 
will deposit and pay postman balance on delivery 
plus C,0.0. and postage charges. Add $2.98 for 
each pair of additional “Miracie- Specs.” 


HONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP. DEPT. 472NP9O0 
Lynbrook, New York 115 
N.Y, State Residents add applicable Sales Tax 


SECRET BOOK SAFE 
With Combination Lock ONLY 
Only You Can Open sd tae 


The Secret Book Safe looks just like any book so no one 
would think to look for valuables in it. But even chance 
discovery leaves your possessions sale — securely 
Jacked by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 
yourself have set if. Simple instructions show you 
how. Tough under structure is covered with simulated 
leather binding to look just luke a real book. Just send 
$1.00 plus 35c postage and handling for each book 
safe you want Money back if you are not satisfied 
WONOR HOUSE DEPT.4725S90_LYNBROOK,W.V. 11563 


PELLET FIRING 


LUGER°AUTOMATIC 


(E LOADING CLiPX_~' 
MOVING PARTS 


ae fae, 
ee A ale 
STS aa 
Made of heavy, 


ite lige action. 
‘sgrona with amazing ettesticn te 
ST AUTHENTIC MODEL GON WE'VE EVER SEEN 


BUT AS LEONARD TURNED BACK TO HIS 
PILFERING, HE WAS ONCE AGAIN 
INTERRUPTED... 


OH, DIANE ‘HOW DID )/PON'T LIE TO ME, 
YOU FIND ME, 


. LEQNARD ! I WAS 
DARLING? L WAS STANDING OUT 
TRYING TO SAVE 


SIDE..-T HEARD 
TOA LUNAS LIFE WHAT ' 
HARICENED:) 


SO WHAT! GHOSTS DON'T FRIGHTEN ME/ 

ITS ALL A BUNCH OF STUPID SUPER- 

STITIONS/ NO, DIANE, NOTHING WILL 
STOP ME! 


H...HES TURNING Wee 


INTO A LION! a 
T-THE NATIVE § 
SUPERSTITION J 


IS TRUE. 


a tS 
Y 


i 


ONCE AGAIN QUIET REIGNS IN THE KIWABI REGION... 
THE SUMAC TRIBE STILL MAINTAINS ITS SECRET... 
AND THE LION HAS HAD ITS REVENGE.” 


